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The Tragcdie 
Thou hadft cald me all thcfe bitter names, 

SlttMar. Why fo I did.but lookt for no reply, 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo. Tis done by rae.and ends in Margaret, (felfe, 
S&*» Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your 
:^>M. Poore painted Queene, vainc iiourifh of ra y for. 
Why Itrewft thou fuger on that botkd fpider, (?!>/ - r 
"Whbfe deadly web infnareth thee ab.xni' ! < 
Fooje,foole,thou whetft a knife to kill thy feife,. 

Th/e time will come when thou fhak wilhfcr n 
Td helpethee curie chat poifoned bonchbatk* toads. 

Haft. Falfe boading woman, end tbyfrantike carfo, 

Lcaft to thy harmc thou tnoue ourpatience. 

SlM. Foule fhame.tgpcn you, you haue all mou’d uv;ne, 
Ri. Were you well feru’d you would be taught yc r.r duty,.. 
S£M. T o ferue me well, you all fhould do me dutie. 
Teach roe to be your Queene, and you my (obiecls: 

O ferue me well,and teach your felues-tliat dutie* 

‘Dorf. Difpute not with her, flic is lunatiqtie. 

S>. M . Peace mailer Maiquefle, yotfare malapert. 

Your fire-new flampe of honour is fcarce currant: 

O that your young nobilitie could judge. 

What t’wereto loofe itandbemiferable: 

They that (land high.haue many blallsto (hake them* 

And if they fail.they dalh thcmfelues to peeces, 

Glo. Good counfell marry, learnt it,learne it Marq&j 
Dorf, Ittouchethyou (my Lord) as much as me. 

Glo. Y ea.and much more, but I was borne fo high. 

Our aiery buildeth in the Cajdars top, 

And dallies w ith the windc r uid fcornes the funne. 

SIM- And turn es the fe ne to fhade,alas,alas, 

Witnes my fonne,now in the lhade of death, 

Whofe bright outlhining bcames.thy doudie wrath*, 

Hath in eternall darknefle foulaed vp: 

Your aierie buildeth in out airies neall, 

O God thatfeeft it,do not fuffet its 

As it was wonne with bloud,loft be it 1®* _ 

Tuckt Haue done for lhame if not for charitie, 
glM> Vrgc neither charitie nor ftamc to icc? 


h 


I 


of Richard the third. 

Vncbaritably with me haue you dealt. 

And fhamefolly by you my hopes arebutcherd. 

My charitie is outrage .life my (hame, 

And in my fhame Hill liue my forrowes rage. 

'Buck. Haue done. 

S^Afar. O princely Buckingham, I wjUkille thy hand, 

Infigneof leagueandamitie with thee : 

Now faite befall thce,«nd thy princely houfe, 
Thygarmentslretibtifpbttedvsith«urbloadj via li 

Nor thou wtthairthe compafleoif my-c«ife. 

i?^hsNwsb©.'onchd:eyforiC«^es better pafle 
The lipsofjhofetbatbreaththemin the ayre. 

QM , He not belceueburthey-afcend the skic, 

And chere aW^cc Gods gentle Beeping peace. 

O Buckingha^nbewafeof yonder dog, 

Loqkc when ne fawnesjhe bhes,& when he bites. 

His venome tooth will ranldeshee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, & hell haue let their marks on him. 

And all their minifi .rs attend on Him: . 

G/o.What doth (he fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

Buck^ Nothing that lirefpeft my gracious Lord, 

S%Mar. What doeft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
And feothe the diuell that I warnc thee from ? (fell, 

0 but remember this an other day, * 

WhsaJve (hall fpltt.thy very heart with furrow. 

And fay poore Margaret was a prophetefle : 

Liuc each ofyou the fubie&s of his hate. 

And he to you, and all.of you to, Gods, Exit. 

Haft. My haire doth ftaridsep end to heart her cur fes. 
Riu. And fo doth mine, l wetter (heesat hbettie. 

Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hathhadtoo much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that X haue^one. 

Sin* I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wron*. 

1 was too hot to do fome body good, 

That is top colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid,. 
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